the navy is here, february 23, 1940
I do not suppose that the bonds which unite the British Navy
to the British nation—and they have taken a long time to form—
or those which join the Navy and the Mercantile Marine were
ever so strong as they are to-day. The brunt of the war so far
has fallen upon the sailonnen, and their comrades in the Coastal
Air Force, and we have already lost nearly 3,000 lives in a hard,
unrelenting struggle which goes on night and day and is going on
now without a moment's respite. The brilliant sea fight which
Admiral Harwood conceived, and which those who are here executed,
takes its place in our naval annals, and I might add that in a dark,
cold winter it warmed the cockles of the British heart. But it is
not only in those few glittering, deadly hours of action, which rivet
all eyes, that the strain falls upon the Navy. Far more does it
fall in the weeks and months of ceaseless trial and vigilance on cold,
dark, stormy seas from whose waves at any moment death and
destruction may leap, with sullen roar. There is the task which
these men were discharging and which their comrades are dis-
charging. There was the task from which, in a sense, the fierce
action was almost a relief.
Here let me say a word for the naval members of the Board of
Admiralty and especially for the First Sea Lord, Sir Dudley Pound,
and his Deputy-Chief of Naval Staff (the newly promoted Vice-
Admiral Phillips) for the skilful combination for which they have
been responsible. You must remember that for one stroke that
goes home, for one clutch that grips the raider, there are many
that miss their mark on the broad oceans ; for every success there
are many disappointments. You must never forget that the
dangers that are seen are only a small part of those that are warded
off by care and foresight, and therefore pass unnoticed. The
Admiralty and the Fleet are learning together the special conditions
of this hard and novel war, and although mistakes and accidents
will certainly occur, and sorrow will fall from time to time upon
us, we hope that from Whitehall the sense of resolution and design
at the centre will impart itself to all afloat, and will lighten the
burden of their task and concert the vigour of their action. It is
not, for instance, a mere coincidence that has brought the Achilles
out of the vast Pacific Ocean to the shores of far-off New Zealand,
in order to receive in the Antipodes the same warm-hearted welcome
as her sisters the Ajax and the Exeter are receiving now in dear old
London.
The spirit of all our forces serving on salt water has never been
more strong and high than now. The warrior heroes of the past
may look down, as Nelson's monument looks down upon us now,
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